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Look rather thou all-royal as when first

I met thee.

HENRY.

Where was that?

ROSAMUND.

Forgetting that
Forgets me too.

HENRY.

Nay, I remember it well,
There on the moors.

ROSAMUND,

And in a narrow path.
A plover flew before thee.    Then I saw
Thy high black steed among the flaming furze,
Like sudden night in the main glare of day.
And from that height something was said to me
I knew not what,

HENRY.

I ask'd the way.

ROSAMUND,

I think so.
So I lost mine,

HENRY,
Thou wast too shamed to answer.